beautiful as the Father of Lies could make them. Therefore doth it
behove a pious orthodox maiden to keep her soul and body unspotted
from the world, and to veil herself decently when abroad so that none
but her close kin may be acquainted with her lineaments.

'Now it fell one summer that a strange sickness visited the city of
Moscow, a veritable visitation of the Evil One. The sickness fell in this
manner: first, the eyes of the stricken one welled with tears as though
onions were pressed against the eyeballs, then the body began to wax
hot, and the skin to be covered with red spots, the size of a cherry. The
heat of the body entered the mind, whereupon wild words came from
the mouth, and vehement and unseemly gestures distorted the limbs.
By reason of this vehemence none might approach the unfortunates
who died unshriven and unanointed. It was said that the dreadful
plague was brought in by the infidels in the German Quarter who
drank milk on fast days, and thereby polluted the sanctity of Moscow,
which might well be true, and may the Evil One take everlasting care
of them in the place where fires are never quenched, nor is there any
refreshment for the soul's weariness.

'So it came to pass that the prudent Boyarin commanded his wife and
daughter to depart from the city and to bide a while at one of his
manors. This was done. Yet by an error, most certainly inspired by
Beelzebub, the coachman and outriders brought the Boyarina and the
maiden to the manor where the Boyarin's mother lived in penance and
exile.

It was a matter of three weeks or more before the Boyarin learnt of
the grievous error, and in his righteous wrath he commanded his
servants to be hanged forthwith. The maiden and her mother were sent
to a neighbouring manor, and a strict watch was kept to prevent them
from venturing near the forbidden grounds.

'But the Devil had already made an assault on the soul of the maiden.
She had greatly delighted in the intercourse with her exiled infidel
grandmother, and many strange and unfortunate notions had entered
her mind and distracted her from devoirs of meek piety and profitable
needlework. In the land of Polonia women have no lowly station such
as befits the fallen daughters of Eve. Their faces they veil not, nor are
they kept in any salutary seclusion. A monk's pen must needs tremble
as it writes of such horrible practices as dancing, playing on musical
instruments, and singing abroad. I hear that in all foreign countries
men and women gather together and break bread in common, to the
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